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LA SALYARIETTA; 

OR, THE FEMALE PATRIOT. 

A TALE OF THE SOUTH-AMERICAN REVOLUTION. 

It was after a succession of brilliant victories, 
that Bolivar, the great father of South-American 
liberty, was at length defeated by the royalists, and 
compelled to retreat with the shattered remnant of 
his army, while Spanish troops again became mas¬ 
ters of the beautiful provinces of Caraccas and 
Y enezuela. The great General appeared as a fu¬ 
gitive in Carthagena, where the Congress was sit¬ 
ting; and, notwithstanding his disasters, he re¬ 
ceived the grateful applause due to one who only 
needed means in proportion to his abilities, perma¬ 
nently to deliver his beloved country from its op¬ 
pressors. In the mean time, Morillo, the command¬ 
ing General of the Spanish forces, was overrun¬ 
ning and reducing New Granada and Carthagena, 
which compelled Bolivar again to flee to some 
place of greater safety. 

In December 1816, Bolivar proceeded to put 
those plans into execution, which he had formed 
for taking possession of the island of Margaretta; 
where he again raised the standard of indepen¬ 
dence, and being previously invested with full 
powers, he issued a proclamation, convoking the 
representatives of the United Provinces, in order 
to take proper measures for resisting Morillo, who 
was rapidly advancing with a powerful army, al¬ 
ready elated with recent victory. 

It was at this period of the war, that the inter¬ 
esting incidents of the following tale transpired : 

Under the command of Morillo, the royalists 
perpetrated the most savage cruelties and sangui¬ 
nary deeds that ever have stained the annals of time. 

Painful is the task to relate with what inhumanity 
this simple and inoffensive people were treated. 

No age, sex nor condition was exempt from the 
revolting barbarities of this ruthless tyrant. The 
rack, the sword and the fagot were the common 
engines of torture. The inhabitants were hunted 
down like wild beasts, burnt alive in their thickets 
and fastnesses, and every species of atrocity that 
ever invaded the human breast, was put in requi¬ 
sition to harass this wretched people. Language 
is totally inadequate to delineate the character of 
the petty tyrant, who seemed to take delight in 
exceeding his predecessor, Monteverde, in degree 
of fiendish cruelties. 

Among them who were the principal objects of 
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his hatred, were those distinguished for either civil 
or military talent, opulence or influence; his grand 


the foppishness of dandyism, and the beauteous 
bird of Paradise, sweeping its gorgeous train, shyly 


object being to annihilate the leading and more embosoms itself in the flowery glades 
powerful families of the Provinces, by which means The very air was balm; and, but for the dread- 
their estates would revert to the Spanish- crown, ful tocsin of war, which invaded these holy soli- 
The mercenary Monllo thus hoped to obtain the tU( i es 0 f nature, it might have seemed an elysiura 
fruits of his labors, and to enjoy the possessions of of bUss . But) alaal the war . was on tbe breeze . 
his enemies, the martyrs of liberty. To arms , l0 arms , was echoed and re . echoed from 

One of the prominent objects of his animosity, mountain and valley ; the banner of Morillo already 


was an eminent nobleman, Don Almagro De Al¬ 
varez, long distinguished for his inflexible adhe¬ 
rence and persevering ardor, in the just cause of 


floated from the summit of the castle of Puerto 
Cabello. 

The palace of Don Alvarez was accessible only 


his country’s freedom ; all that he held near and . ^ pa!aCe ? 7° n Alvarez was aceessime omy 
dear upon earth was pledged in her behalf- he 7’ a P^age, leading through a ledge of rocks, 


dear upon earth was pledged in her behalf; he 
swore to extirpate the heartless Morillo, or immo¬ 
late himself upon the altar of his country, still smo¬ 
king with the blood of thousands. 

A castle, which was once an ancient fortress, 
now repaired in all the elegance and magnificence 
of modern architecture, was the superbly beautiful 
abode of this powerful nobleman, and his beauteous 
daughter. This almost regal palace was situated 
upon a spacious terrace of shelving rocks, over¬ 
looking the mighty cataract of Tequendama, and 
midway up one of those lofty peaks of the Andes, 
which range along the western part of the Province. 
Stretching far to the north, the eye of the be 


from the top of which might be seen a living land¬ 
scape, extending afar to the east and south. Away 
in the distance, the waters of the De Bogota come 
gliding on in silent grandeur, extending their leaden 
sheet to the width of an hundred and forty feet, 
then suddenly contracting within the limits of 
thirty-five feet, they plunge over the precipice. 

At two bounds the river descends to the depth 
of six hundred feet; and the thunders of its waters 
are perfectly deafening. 

To the spectator below, the sight is grand and 
terrible. The waves seem to bear immediate de¬ 
struction from the dizzy height, upon the head of 


uu. iu uurui, ms eye oi tne be- - — 

holder is arrested by an enchanting view of im- l ^ e 0 ' )server > but fall harmless at his feet. The 
m ""”" — 1 —- 1 — .... . - ground around him shakes and trembles; the waves 


mense upland plains, terminated alone by those 
cone-like peaks of the Chimborazo, which seem, 


boil, hiss and leap up towards the cliff's, in impo- 


—u. .uc wiiuiiuuia»o, wnicn. seem, - r r •-—- 

in the blue distance, to support the cloudless vault tent ta § e ’ but su ^ en TOar °f the raging ele- 

of heaven’s eternal dome. ment surpasses all attempts at description; it su- 

Here beauteous nature seems to have revelled P er i n d uces a feeling of total and immediate annihi- 
in all her magnificence; and, in fantastic confusion, ^ at * on - The hand involuntarily seeks the head, to 
to have piled up these mighty towers of granite, P revent > if possible, its dread of being compressed 
whose lofty heads are clad in shining helmets of ' nt0 nothingness. The agitation of the atmos- 
eternal snows; glittering in cold grandeur amid pi )ere i s suc h as to produce a tremor of the whole 

the frigid realms of upper air. frame; and nothing but a certainty of safety could 

Sheltered by those majestic sentinels, (like fa- * n( ^ uce an y one t0 remain for a moment in a place, 
bled giants of olden time,) in beautiful repose, lay ' ,vhere eve! 7 object of sight appears so truly terri- 
the sunny woodland at their feet. Here the lofty b * e an< * demon-like. The snowy vapors arise from 
pines rear their heads; the elegant magnolia waves the waves, forming a beautiful cloud, curling into 
her umbrageous boughs, shaking a thousand odors i stran £ e forms and fantastic shapes, 
trom her gorgeous flowers; here is the stately Viewed from above, the falls and the basin ap- 
palm, whose pillar-like shafts, with the intertwi- P ear more like the vast crater of a volcano, or the 
ning of their arms, resemble the ivy-wreathed heavings and bellowings of the lake of Tartarus, 
colonnades of some Pagan temple; and here, the The condor and the mountain eagle soar around 
palmetto, with its fluted leaves, “fans the clanging the “ toppling crags,” flapping their wings in the 
music from its boughs.” The never-fading laurel, wildness of their transports; then, with sudden 
interlocked with the multiflora rose, breathes its flight, they wing their devious course amid the gold- 
fragrance ; and here, abounding in the richest pro- tinged clouds, until, as a dark spot upon the rnoun- 
fusion, cluster the luscious grape, the spicy citron, ta i n > tlie y are lost to view. 


the gold-bound orange, and the pale lemon. 

Amidst this gay profusion of fruits and flowers, 
the orange-crested oriole suspends his downy nest, 
the parroquet erects his feathered crest, and the 


In addition to this romantic scenery, might be 
seen the now tranquil De Bogota, wending its way 
far over the southern plains of Venezuela. Still 
further in the distance, the proud city of Santa Fe 
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oquacious parrot, with glossy plumage, in default De Bogota rears its vaulted domes and glittering 
of audience, gibbers to himself in praise of his spires. 

unappreciated oratorical powers. /Phe stately fla- It has been remarked, that the representatives of 
mingo, m his uniiorm of scarlet, stalks forth in all the Province wete convened at Margaretta, in order 
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to concert the most effective measures for exter¬ 
minating their enemy. 

Meanwhile, the most of the military chieftains 
had retired to the mountain fortress, there to await 
the decision of congress, in regard to their next 
enterprise. 

Of the number of those who enjoyed peace and 
security in the hospitable mansion of Don Alvarez, 
were the gallant Paez Marino, Jaelot, Menanda, 
Udineta, D 1 Eluyar, and many others, among whom 
was a young enthusiastic American, who, in the spi¬ 
rit of adventure, had wandered far from his home 
and kindred among the fertile plains of Kentucky, 
and now found himself among a people, who were 
struggling, like his fathers had done, against the 
iron hand of oppression. 

Reared amidst a free and happy people, he still 
preserved within his bosom all his fondness for the 
institutions of his native land—all his enthusiastic 
love of liberty. He beheld this beautiful country 
writhing under the blood-stained sword of the 
spoiler. He beheld the smouldering ruins of peace¬ 
ful villages, and saw the terror-stricken inhabitants 
flying in every direction, to escape the brutal sol¬ 
diery. His heart sank within him, as he contem¬ 
plated these appalling scenes; and he felt that he 
could not remain an uninterested observer of pass¬ 
ing events. He thought of the “ times that tried 
men’s souls’’ in his own beloved country; of the 
generous interference of La Fayette, and many 
others, in her behalf, and with a nobleness of soul 
wordfyjp of his country, he resolved to fight the 
battles of freedom under South-American banners. 

Moulton was reclining in the recess of an open 
window, overlooking the landscape beneath, as 
these reflections were passing through his mind. 
The sun was flinging his departing rays through 
the casement, irradiating the silken folds of crim¬ 
son drapery, and softening all the surrounding sce¬ 
nery with his mellow light; while nature, by her 
stillness, in deference seemed to pause at his de¬ 
parture. Suddenly a strain of sweet music rose 
upon the air. The flute-like tones of a female 
voice, blending with the soft, rich melody of a gui¬ 
tar, fell upon his ear. He listened with intense 
interest, while she sang and played a martial air, 
with exquisite taste and feeling. 

: Overcome by the excitement of the scene, he 
hastily arose, in order to seek the retreat, whence 
those impassioned sounds proceeded. After thread¬ 
ing his way through tangled mazes of vines, orange 
and tamarind shrubbery, and over mounds of gor¬ 
geous flowers, such as never before met his nor¬ 
thern eye, he at length arrived at an open space, 
and beheld, with the deepest emotion, the lovely 
minstrel, in the person of La Salvarietta, the daugh¬ 
ter of his host. 

Moralists may lecture, ministers may preach; 
still beauty is a fascinating object. Whether we 
consider it abstracted from warm and breathing 


life, and embodied in cold, lifeless marble, or in the 
vivid colorings of the painted canvass; or behold 
it in all the freshness of blooming youth, still, there 
is a surpassing witchery about it. There are some, 
of such exquisite delicacy of perception, that they 
love beauty for its own loveliness. Of this stamp, 
was Moulton. What then must have been his 
situation, whose refined taste and practised eye 
taught him fully to appreciate the noble and beauti¬ 
ful being before him 1 She had thrown aside her 
guitar, through whose silvery strings the murmur¬ 
ing zephyrs played, and stood in a thoughtful atti¬ 
tude. Her tall majestic form was drawn up to its 
full height, and she seemed revolving in her mind 
some deep resolve. The whole contour of her 
person was symmetry itself; possessing that round¬ 
ness, so essential to beauty. 

-“ Her upturned eye 

Was dark, as above us is the sky; 

But through it stole a tender light, 

Like the first moon-rise of midnight: 

Large, dark, and swimming in the stream. 

Which seemed to melt in its own beam. 

All love, half languor, and half fire, 

Like saints, which at the stake expire.” 

Her dress, of white muslin, was highly pictu¬ 
resque. The sleeves were looped up at the shoul¬ 
ders with diamond clasps. ■ Her jetty and flossy 
ringlets fell in rich profusion upon her neck. Her 
complexion was not of that transparent clearness 
which distinguishes northern women, but of that 
fine texture, which looks so “softly dark, and 
darkly pure.” But for the proud curl of her lip, 
she might have been taken for a creature of the 
most feminine softness, and totally devoid of that 
firmness and decision of character, for which she 
was really distinguished. But her commanding 
brow was that, which gave her a dignity that never 
failed to inspire the beholder with admiration, if 
not with awe. Such was she ; in perfect keeping 
with the rich and voluptuous features of her native 
land, when the eyes of Moulton first rested upon 
her. She heaved a deep sigh, and exclaimed in a 
voice ofthe most desponding grief—“ Devoted, 
unhappy Venezuela! Is there none to rescue thee V’ 

At this moment, Moulton drew near, saluting her 
with the most profound respect. “ Forgive, gen¬ 
tle lady, the intrusion of one, who to yourself is 
I comparatively a stranger, but not to your father’s 
generous hospitality, nor to the wrongs of an op¬ 
pressed people. I now come to tender my servi¬ 
ces, and my life, if necessary, in the cause of your 
bleeding country.” 

Tears sprang.to her eyes, as she replied, “Gene¬ 
rous stranger.' J trust, that the prayers of orphans 
and helpless widows have not ascended to Heaven 
unheard, and that the blood of their fathers and 
husbands has not been shed in vain ; but, that you 
are sent, perhaps, as an earnest from heaven, to sig¬ 
nify that redress is at hand.” 
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“Surely,” replied Moulton, “so just a cause 
cannot but be victorious at last; especially as Ve¬ 
nezuela boasts of men of such stern and uncompro¬ 
mising patriotism as Bolivar and your noble father.” 

“Alas!” resumed she, “be not too sanguine! 
Methinks I hear a voice from the dead, crying aloud 
for justice; and see, as it were, the shades of our 
slaughtered countrymen stalking amongst us; these” 
continued she, “are yet unavenged.” 

“ Do not despair!” replied the enthusiastic Moul¬ 
ton. “ Already is the mighty arm of justice up¬ 
raised ; her flaming sword unsheathed ; and the 
clarion of war has sent its shrill blasts to the breeze; 
each and every true-hearted patriot is ready to do 
battle for his country, and to achieve the liberty of 
her sons. I freely stake my all upon the issue of 
the contest, being assured that Heaven wilt not, 
cannot fail to prosper so righteous a.cause.” 

She smiled despondingly, and they proceeded to 
the castle. The warmth with which the noble 
youth had espoused the cause of the patriots, made 
a deep impression on the mind of the young lady, 
and promised an able coadjutor to her father. 

CHAPTER II. 

La Salvarietta retired to her chamber, while 
Moulton, entering the spacious hall, found Don 
Alvarez, Marino, and several other distinguished 
officers, engaged in a warm and animated debate as 
to their future movements. It was found neces¬ 
sary that commissioners should be despatched to 
Margarelta, in order to ascertain what measures had 
been adopted by congress; likewise to represent 
the deplorable slate of that part of the country, and 
to urge the necessity of raising troops sufficient to 
meet the main body of the enemy, and thus, at once, 
to strike a decisive blow. 

This resolution being adopted, its execution was 
found to be one of imminent hazard and peril; but 
Moulton, anxious to prove the sincerity of his de¬ 
clarations, offered, at once, to make one of the 
party. Accordingly, an officer of known prudence 
and cool bravery was chosen leader of about a 
dozen more intrepid spirits, including Moulton. 
They took their departure amid the cheering shouts 
of their brother officers; and, as their nodding 
plumes waved gracefully in the wind, while they 
wound their way through the narrow defile leading 
from the mountain fortress, sensations altogether 
new pervaded the bosom of La Salvarietta, and 
unconsciously she heaved a deep sigh. 

At the expiration of the time specified for the 
commissioners’ return, they still were absent; and 
Don Alvarez and his associates at the castle, having 
gained no intelligence of the proceedings of con¬ 
gress, were foreed to act as the emergency of the 
case demanded. Dismay followed in the footsteps 
of Morillo, and the horror-stricken inhabitants were 
flying in every direction, seeking shelter in grot¬ 


toes and under rocks, whilst “ green-eyed Famine 
stalked over the land with horrid strides.” It was 
revolting to the wild, untamed spirit of Don Alva¬ 
rez, any longer to remain inactive amid these scenes; 
nor could he longer resist the appeal of the people 
for aid ; and, in accordance with his feelings of jus¬ 
tice and humanity, he set out, accompanied by those 
chieftains formerly mentioned, it being agreed that 
the standard of the Liberator and the United Pro¬ 
vinces should be planted as the rallying point of 
the provincial troops. 

Thus, then, La Salvarietta was left alone in the 
castle, except a few domestics and fugitives, whom 
Don Alvarez left as a defence in case of an attack 
from those marauders that were daily scouring the 
country, in quest of booty. In the interval between 
her meeting Moulton in the garden, and the time 
of his departure, they had instinctively sought each 
other’s company, and were mutually interested. 

The mind of La Salvarietta was of no common 
order; but, reared amidst the thunders of the Te- 
quendama’s cataract, and surrounded by the most 
sublime scenery in the world, it seemed beautifully 
to harmonize with wild and lovely nature. En¬ 
thusiastically devoted to her father, she entered 
into all his plans for the welfare of her native Pro¬ 
vince, and would sometimes sigh to think that her 
sex prevented her from buckling on the sword, and 
entering into the midst of the contest. Occasion¬ 
ally there was a sublimity in her ideas; a boldness 
of conception in her plans, and a strength of. judg¬ 
ment in deliberating, that filled even Moulton with 
admiration at her superior mind, and still more 
captivated his fancy with the graces of her person. 
His having proffered his personal services, in as¬ 
sisting to stay the arm of oppression, struck in her 
breast a responsive chord, which trembled like the 
string of an iEolian harp. His offers were ac¬ 
companied by an expression of the eyes, which 
spoke things “ unutterable,” but which women alone 
know how to read. Accustomed to the society, 
most generally, of military men, the companions of 
her father, her mind never dwelt upon them with any 
other feeling than those which cold politeness would 
dictate, as the friends of her father. But here was 
one who addressed her, a Norlh-Ameriean, a lover 
of those institutions which she had been taught to 
venerate, young, and in all the perfection of manly 
beauty. He was rather taller than ordinary, yet 
so finely formed that it was imperceptible; and as 
he raised his beaver, the finest auburn hair fell in 
wavy masses upon an ample forehead ; whilst his 
eye, that crowning feature of the whole, spoke vo¬ 
lumes through its lustrous azure. There was an 
expression of serenity and calm repose resting 
upon his features, whilst his heavy brow, indica¬ 
ting a mind of profound reflection, was relieved at 
times with an arch smile, playing about his lips, 
irradiating, like a sunbeam, bis expressive counte¬ 
nance. 
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Although the heart of Moulton was touched, yet 
he forbore ever to breathe any thing like passion, 
until an opportunity should ofFer itself, of earning 
a reputation, or of winning the victor's laurel, to 
lay it at her feet. As for La Salv; lrietta, she was 
conscious of a vague, undefinable feeling, yet she 
scarcely chose to analyze it; but her eye had often 
met his, and her burning blushes too truly told 
that she did not misinterpret their meaning. It 
was in this state of mind that she saw him depart, 
and she felt “ an empty void left aching in the 
breast.” How little do men, in the active pursuits 
of the world, think of the vast difference between 
those who leave, and those who are left; of the 
still, deep, loneliness of the young heart, whose 
only consolation is to recall, over and over, the 
scenes of the past i In this situation was La Sal¬ 
varietta left, as it were, to endure all the tortures 
of ennui and suspense; but, at length an incident 
occurred, which broke, in some degree, the monoto¬ 
ny of her life; relieving her of that painful suspense 
in regard to the fate of Moulton and of the other 
commissioners, who had been sent to congress. 

A jrnung cavalier, who had been accidentally sepa¬ 
rated from a foraging party, belonging to a detach¬ 
ment of Morillo’sar’my, was unfortunately benighted 
among the mountains, and imgroping his way among 
the rocks and cliffs, was suddenly precipitated down 
a steep ravine, some thirty or forty feet; and, but 
for the intervening shrubbery, he must inevitably 
have been dashed to atoms. Fortunately, he was 
discovered by some domestics belonging to the cas¬ 
tle, who, on the succeeding morn, were passing that 
way, and conveyed the unhappy stranger, in a state 
of insensibility, to the hospitable mansion of Don 
Alvarez. La Salvarietta, with her wonted kind¬ 
ness, immediately made preparations for the resto¬ 
ration of the suffering youth, and with the assis¬ 
tance of the family physician, succeeded in bringing 
him to recollection; but upon examination, he was 
found to be fatally wounded. 

From him, however, she gained some very in¬ 
teresting intelligence, of no less import than the 
•capture of Moulton and his fellow commissioners. 
As they were returning, they were taken by the 
minions of Morillo, and conveyed to the fortress of 
Puerto Cabello, the head quarters of the Spanish 
General. In a few hours, the suffering youth ex¬ 
pired, attended by a Catholic priest, who, at the 
desire of La Salvarietta, celebrated mass for the 
repose of his soul; and after these religious rites 
were closed, the tomb received its tenant. 

The castle bell tolled the solemn hour of mid¬ 
night. An unusual gloom pervaded the miad of 
La Salvarietta. She pondered over the events 
which had recently transpired, and was deeply dis¬ 
tressed at the uncertainty of her father’s position. 
Shq was anxious to hear, yet almost feared to learn 
the fate of Moulton and his comrades. She too 
truly surmised, that all communication betwixt her 


friends and the castle was entirely cut off, and she 
must necessarily remain in ignorance of the pro¬ 
ceedings both of Morillo and Bolivar. Her dis¬ 
tracted fancy painted a thousand horrors, and she 
already saw that all was lost. 

“And where,” said she, “is Moulton, that gene¬ 
rous youth 1 that stranger who has thus volunta¬ 
rily exiled himself from his native land, and haz¬ 
ards thus his life in defence of bleeding Venezuela! 
Alas! perhaps immured in the horrid dungeons of 
Puerto Cabello, loaded with chains, or writhing in 
agony under the tortures of the rack, to satiate the 
vengeance of the diabolical Morillo. And can I 
remain unmoved, and look with apathy on these 
appalling scenes of danger, suffering and death!” 

The elevated form, contracted brow and com¬ 
pressed lip showed, that some deep resolve and 
stern purpose were revolving in the mind of the 
high-souled maiden. “ No ! no!” resumed she, 
“ it must not be! My woman’s arm, however weak, 
may still do something : I, long to mingle in the 
strife of death. The cannon’s Toar, the thunder 
of artillery, and the clash of steel, shall not blanch 
my cheek; nor shall my heart quail before the grim 
visages of the enemies of my country! I will release 
him whose loved idea, save that of Venezuela, is the 
sole possessor of every thought. I myself will bear 
intelligence to my father, or perish in the attempt.” 

Under the influence of these feelings, she en¬ 
tered the apartment, where the apparel of the de¬ 
ceased Cavalier was left, in which she immediately 
attired herself for her intended expedition. After 
having shorn her head of those beautiful clustering 
ringlets which nestled around her neck and shoulders, 
seemingly for protection, she placed upon it a cap, 
adorned with a snowy plume, and buckling by her 
side a keen-edged sword, she mounted a fleet char¬ 
ger of her father’s, and set out for Puerto Cabello. 

Letthe fastidious reader start, and be ready to ex¬ 
claim, “how shocking!” at what he may consider 
an outrage upon female delicacy; but, let him con¬ 
sider, for a moment, the extreme emergency of 
the case, the horrors of death around her, the inse¬ 
curity of her person. AH these circumstances seem¬ 
ed to concur as sufficient motives for her appa¬ 
rently rash undertaking, from which a mind, made 
of less stern material, would have shrunk in dismay. 

She reached the lines of the Spanish army with¬ 
out interruption, in consequence of wearing their 
uniform, and fortunately finding a pass in the pocket 
of the dress, she entered the encampment of Morillo. 

CHAPTER III. 

In the mean time the intrepid patriots had been 
on the alert, and Bolivar again appeared in the field 
at the head of a considerable army, raised from 
the Province of Caraeeas; while Don Alvarez, 
with a strong division of Venezuela’s troops, was 
rapidly advancing to effect a junction with Bolivar. 
While these eventful circumstances were transpi- 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 









ring, La Salvarieita was exerting all the energies 
of her powerful mind, to put her designs in execu¬ 
tion. She had been permitted to pass, as yet, un¬ 
molested ; each division supposing the youth be¬ 
longed to the one adjacent, or to the train of some 
of the superior officers. Instead of finding Moul¬ 
ton and-the rest of the commissioners immured in 
the damp dungeons of Puerto Cabello, to her as¬ 
tonishment and grief she found them in arms 
against their country, being compelled by the piti¬ 
less Morillo to bathe their swords in Yenezulean 
blood. 

With much difficulty, she at length succeeded 
in discovering herself to them, and communicated 
the object of her expedition. They immediately 
transmitted to her the necessary intelligence, in¬ 
forming her of the state of Morillo’s army in re¬ 
gard to numbers, artillery, et cetera, and laid open 
his whole plan, for the complete subjugation of the 
Province. These important documents she care¬ 
fully concealed about her person; and, as soon as 
practicable, took her departure from their scenes 
of brutal revelry; but not until she had succeeded 
in obtaining a promise from Moulton and his com¬ 
panions, that they would desert as soon as possible, 
it being extremely difficult to evade the vigilance of 
the guards. 

Thus far, all promised a favorable issue; but 
various are the vicissitudes of fortune. The youth 
with the snowy plume was met by some plunder¬ 
ing troops, and the circumstance of his being alone, 
and so far from head-quarters, excited suspicion, 
that all was not right; and he was compelled to re¬ 
turn with them, and give an account of himself to 
General Morillo. But the fortitude of our heroine 
did not forsake her, even in this hour of peril. She 
had nerved herself for the trial, and met the search¬ 
ing eye of Morillo with undaunted firmness. 

The ill-fated documents were discovered in her 
possession, and the names of the persons from whom 
she received them were peremptorily demanded. 
The hapless girl knew they were still within the 
power of the tyrant, and she maintained the most 
inflexible silence. 

“Methinks such extreme youth but little be¬ 
comes such insubordination,” said he, in. a soothing 
tone; “ disclose but the names of these rebels, and 
wealth, such as thou hast never dreamed of, shall 
be thine.” 

She involuntarily curled her lip, and cast on him 
a look of disdain ; but checking, her, feelings, she 
still preserved an obstinate silence. 

What 1” cried he, almost choked with rage and 
disappointment, “ dost thou still refuse to comply 
with my command V\ 

My Lord!” said she, “ I have never committed 
an act, which would cause my cheek to burn with 
self-reproach. I am willing to suffer the penalty I 
have incurred; but a brave man, or a generous 
mind, if revealed, would respect the motives which 


seal my lips, and bid me rather die, than basely 
betray the confidence reposed in me. I am in your 
power; I throw myself upon your lordship’s cle¬ 
mency ; and surely you will not fasten a foul stigma 
upon your name, by sacrificing the life of one, who 
has but just-entered upon its enjoyment.” 

A curse trembled on the lips of Morillo. “ Put 
him on the wheel" thundered he, to his attendants; 
“ we will find means to humble the proud bearing 
of this accursed rebelwhich, having said, he 
strode out of the apartment. 

Although La Salvarieita was prepared to meet 
death, yet the idea of torture, physical torture, was 
dreadful; flesh and blood shrank from it; but she 
determined that the dear names required, should 
never be wrung from her lips. 

With all the devotion of a true Catholic, she 
prostrated herself in supplication to the Blessed 
Virgin. “ 0! mother of our Saviour! I come to 
thee for consolation and support; thou who didst 
suffer anguish and sorrow while here upon earth, 
pity and comfort thy unhappy child, in this hour of 
mortal agony.” 

'■ She was rudely conducted by the minions of ty¬ 
ranny to the gloomy dungeon, containing the horrid 
engines of torture. They proceeded to remove 
her outer apparel; but while binding her delicate 
limbs with cords, upon the blood-stained wheel, 
what was their surprise and confusion at discover¬ 
ing that a female was about to suffer, instead of a 
rebellious boy. However, as she had incurred the 
penalty, they proceeded to execute their revolting 
task. Although her haughty spirit was wound up 
to the utmost endurance, and not a groan escaped 
her, yet she fainted long before the time appointed 
for her release. By the application of proper re¬ 
storatives, she was, at length, brought to a sense 
of her extreme suffering, and laid upon a bed of 
straw, to await the further orders of Morillo. 

-When the fact reached his ear, that it was appa¬ 
rently a lady of high rank who was his prisoner, 
a gleam of malignant pleasure darted across, his 
features, and he sent an ancient duenna, a creature 
of his, to attend upon her, and endeavor to restore 
her from the violence which she had suffered, and 
array her in appropriate apparel. The day was 
one of brilliant splendor, yet no ray penetrated the 
gloomy prison, to which Morillo descended, to visit 
its inmate. To his extreme surprise and aston¬ 
ishment, he found her to-be the daughter of his in¬ 
veterate enemy, Don Alvarez. 

He had seen her, occasionally, before the com¬ 
mencement of hostilities. “Now,” thought he, 
“ that grey-headed old rebel is in my power;” and 
assuming a most courteous air, he said, “ Lady! 
in justice to myself, I must say, that I sincerely 
regret the stern policy which has caused you so 
much suffering.” 

“And to whom do I owe it I” answered she, 
coldly. 
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“ Believe me, gentle lady ! had I known your 
name and rank, I would not have ordered the per¬ 
formance of what I considered my duty;—but I 
now hasten to make ample amends, by offering you 
the fullest pardon, on condition that you accept the 
friendship and protection of one, who is captivated 
with your beauty. Surely,” continued he, (as he 
cast his eyes upon her, whose expression she could 
not misunderstand,) “ those limbs would repose | 
much softer upon the couch of Morillo than upon 
that squalid bed of straw.” 

The roused lightnings of her soul gleamed fierce¬ 
ly from her eyes, as she heard this insolent propo- j 
sal. “ Thou dost not know me!” said she, haugh¬ 
tily ; “ thou dost not know that I would rather have 
these limbs loaded with chains, and be forever im¬ 
mured within these walls of stone, than purchase 
my life and liberty at such a price,” and her lip 
quivered with indignation. 

“ And dos’t thou reject my proffered friendship 1 
Wilt thou not suffer me to hope that thou wilt not 
lightly cast it away 1” 

“ Thee, and thy offered friendship, I tell thee, 
tyrant! I despise! The most loathsome reptile that 
ever, by its presence, polluted the face of earth, 
and startled the beholder byits hideousness, I would 
rather clasp to my breast, than touch thee,—viper 
as thou art! I would rather have these limbs and 
this body, whose beauty you affect to admire, torn 
into a thousand fragments, and cast to the dogs, than 
be that to thee which 1 loathe to name.” 

“ Recollect,” said he, “ that it was in the service 
of my king, when I gave these orders for thy pun¬ 
ishment as a traitor; yet, even now, thy intrepid 
bravery commands my respect.” 

“ Is it in the service of your king, that you thus 
insult a defenceless woman 1 Is it in the service of 
your king, that you have desolated the fairest Pro¬ 
vince. under heaven, by cold-blooded butcheries'? 
That fire and sword and rapine have been the pre¬ 
cursors, and famine, with all its attendant train of 
horrid evils, has every where borne unerring tes¬ 
timony of your visits 1” 

“ Moderate your temper a little, lady ! I hardly 
think an exhibition of it will at all add to your 
already matchless beauty;” and he offered to take 
her hand, but she recoiled as from a viper. 

“ Touch me not! and,” continued she, in a tone 
of deep anguish, “ alas! has this dungeon too many 
comforts, that thou should’st seek to diminish them 
by thy hated presence ?” 

He appeared not to notice this remark, but again 
protested his sincerest desire for her future wel¬ 
fare ; and, above all, he affected to regret the ne¬ 
cessity of taking up arms against her country. 

“ Tell this to those who know thee not,” said she; 
“ who know not what thy acts have been; but not 
to me, who know full well how thy infamous lau¬ 
rels have been won.” 

“ Beware,” said Morillo, hoarsely, “ how you 


provoke me. I am not famed for clemency; and re¬ 
member; you are within my power.” 

“ I know I am within thy power; thou may’st 
rack this body, and mutilate these limbs, or incar¬ 
cerate me in a living tomb; still my spirit—as 
free as the unchained winds that play around my 
own native Andes,—is beyond thy power, and now 
looks down upon thee with scorn and contempt.” 

“ Haughty rebel,” said he, “ not only thy life, 
but the life of thy father is forfeited by this obsti¬ 
nacy. We shall find means to curb and subdue 
this stout spirit, notwithstanding this show of de¬ 
fiance and contempt.” 

“ My father!” said she; “ it needed but thy name 
to make my misery complete; to sting my soul to 
madness; and this viper hath not failed to supply 
it; but thy daughter shall not prove unworthy of 
thy blood, which flows within her veins.” 

Morillo strode across the dungeon, in evident 
chagrin: “ by St. Peter,” muttered he through his 
teeth, and knitting his shaggy brows, “ this is too 
much! to be thus foiled by a weak girl! Her lips 
have breathed naught but bitterness and scorn, and 
she has hurled defiance in my very teeth. Jesu 
Maria! she shall feel my vengeance before to-mor¬ 
row’s setting sun, or my name is not Don Diego 
De Morillo.” So saying, he withdrew; and the 
door of the prison, although it separated its un¬ 
happy inmate from the loathed presence of a mon¬ 
ster, still, as it closed, “grating harsh thunder 
upon its rusty hinges,” seemed to sound the 
deatli-knell of all her hopes, and she now pain¬ 
fully realized her situation. “ Alone, in the dun¬ 
geon of an exasperated foe, what can I expect 1 
what can I hope at his hands but insults, tor¬ 
tures and death 1 And must I die, so young 1 
For what must I suffer 1 I never yet have done 
anything for which my conscience has repro¬ 
ved me. If I ever understood what innocence 
and purity of intention , as well as action, signified, 
I am sure I have always at least tried to live so 
as to infringe neither. My poor country! what 
will become of thee 1 I had hoped, in some small 
degree, to have served thee, but now, I must leave 
thee. I must die, die perhaps ‘ ignominiously, and 
on the scaffold.’ Be it so. Be it so. If it 
shall be the will of Heaven that my poor life shall 
be offered up, the victim shall be ready, at the ap¬ 
pointed hour of sacrifice; and come when that hour 
may, my last prayers shall be for the well-being of 
my poor, distracted country; but, while •I do live, 
let me have a country, or at least the hope of a 
country.” 

She was aroused from these reflections by a 
summons to appear before a court-martial, to be 
tried as a spy. Her first glance at her judges 
unerringly told her these were the creatures of 
Morillo, from whose decision there would be no 
appeal. 

Her proud bearing, her peerless beauty, and 
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romantic adventure, interested tbe savage soldiery, 
tvho surrounded her with every demonstration of 
the most profound respect; still her exalted soul 
rose superior to her misfortunes, as the pearly peak 
of the mountain, whose base is assailed by the 
thundering torrent, looks disdainfully down upon 
the impotent rage of its furious foe, and rears its 
lofty brows proudly above the storm. The trial 
went on. The sentence was pronounced, and death 
was awarded; the disgraceful death of the spy; 
ignominious death on the scaffold; to be suspended 
between earth and heaven, as if fit for neither; 
but Morillo, from motives of policy, changed the 
manner of the execution, and ordered her to be 
shot, between the hours of eleven and twelve on 
the night succeeding the following day; having 
chosen this hour, on account of the great interest 
which his soldiers seemed to take in her fate, there¬ 
fore wishing the execution to take place as silently 
as possible. In the mean time, the commissioners, 
after the capture of La Salvarietta, deserted the 
camp of Morillo, and hastened to join the patriots, 
who had already taken up their line of march to¬ 
wards Puerto Cabello, to endeavor, if possible, to 
rescue the heroic maiden from the grasp of the 
tyrant. 

The day that was to be the last to the doomed 
girl, at length arrived: the sun arose as usual, 
hut shorn of its beams; a supernatural stillness 
pervaded all nature—the leaves hung dangling from 
their boughs—the flocks and herds came lowing 
from their pastures, as though they instinctively 
dreaded some impending calamity—all noise and 
revelry was hushed in the camp—the soldiers were 
reclining in their tents, oppressed with an unusual 
degree of lassitude, while each one seemed to read, 
in the rueful countenance of his comrade, the ex¬ 
pression of his own feelings. The sun passed bis 
meridian, casting a lurid glare through the murky 
atmosphere; while, ever and anon, as he ap¬ 
proached the horizon, were heard the low mut- 
terings of distant thunder. The portentous day 
rolled by, and thick darkness enveloped the earth in 
its ebon mantle. “ Nature gave signs of woe 
through all her works.”* The dreadful hour, at 
length, arrived, and the beautiful martyr was led 
forth to the appointed place of execution. Her 
face was pale as marble, but calm and collected, as 
if no passion had ever ruffled it—she moved along 
with a steady and majestic step, clasping a cruci¬ 
fix to her breast—her coffin was placed for her to 
kneel upon, but stepping upon it, she exelaimed— 
“ Soldiers and men! how long will you do the bid¬ 
ding of this lawless man ? how long will ye be the 
servile tools of this mercenary, blood-thirsty tyrant 1 
This night I die a martyr to my country; and al¬ 
though you may hush me to an eternal sleep, still 
my blood will cry out for vengeance, until ven- 

* *^d u dmg to an earthquake that occurred at this time. 
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geance shall come. My death will more accele¬ 
rate the liberation of Venezuela, than the longest 
life, had it been allotted me, could have done ; but 
whilst every mountain and every valley sends forth 
its patriots by hundreds and thousands, I die satis¬ 
fied and her countenance assuming an unearthly 
expression, she said in a prophetic voice—“Heaven 
has given me a presentiment, that the enemies of 
Venezuela are about to feel the retributive arm of 
justice.” 

“ Stop that prating woman,” said Morillo, gnash¬ 
ing his teeth with rage ; but at this moment the 
bell rang with singular violence, from the tower of 
the fortress, which was simultaneously repeated by 
all the bells in the neighborhood. Shouts and cries 
of dismay and confusion arose from the tents of the 
soldiers, whilst the beasts ran to and fro, raving 
and plunging as. though they were distracted. At 
this crisis, Morillo ordered his subordinate officer 
to draw up the men, to perform their duty; but 
they firmly refused to obey. He attempted to re¬ 
monstrate with them, but was unable to speak, as 
his voice, growing husky, the words died away 
upon his lips. The faint rays of the flickering 
lamp gleamed fitfully between the shadows, which 
soon united with the apparent wall of darkness by 
which they were surrounded, and falling upon the 
features of the file of soldiers, chosen to execute 
the bloody deed, revealed their countenances, wear¬ 
ing i ghastly, cadaverous hue ; blanched by dismay, 
and conscience-stricken at the part they were about 
to perform. 

~ Those soldiers, whose hearts of steel and iron 
nerve had never quailed amid the carnage of the 
battle field, now shrank in horror and disgust from 
the revolting task of murdering, in cold blood, a 
young and lovely female. 

During these moments of awful suspense, the 
bells again pealed forth the unnatural chimes with 
accelerated violence, without the aid of human 
agency. At the same time, the earth reeled and 
staggered like a drunken man, and recoiled beneath 
their feet, as if to shake her unnatural children 
from her bosom. The spires tottered, and at one 
moment, separated from the walls which supported 
them, they seemed suspended in mid-air; at the 
next, they came thundering to the ground, aheap of 
ruins. Cries of dismay and confusion again rose 
upon the darkness, and each one momentarily ex¬ 
pected to hear the blast of the trump, which should 
announce that “ time was , time is, but time shall 
be no longer." Regarding this as a special inter¬ 
position of Providence, the petrified soldiers rolled 
in the dust, and sought to hide themselves from 
the impending wrath of an angry Deity. But the 
shock had scarcely subsided, before Morillo ex¬ 
claimed with accumulated rage, “ Cowardlv pol¬ 
troons ! why do ye wallow like swine in the mire? 
Dastardly villains ! ye shall suffer all the tortures 
of the rack, for this insubordination. This instant 
rther reproduction prohibited without permission. 











obey, or by the Holy Virgin, I will send you howl¬ 
ing to the infernal pit.” 

This threat had the desired effect; the prostrate 
soldiers sprang to their feet, and the order being 
given, they shut their eyes and fired. The kneel¬ 
ing girl.fell across her coffin, pierced by but a sin¬ 
gle bullet from a random shot. The pitying and 
unwilling actors in this tragic scene were about to 
place the bleeding body of the unfortunate La Sal- 
varietta in the rude box, upon which she, kneeling, 
had given her pure spirit into the protection of the 
Blessed Virgin, and consign it to its last, cold, 
narrow house, when the alarming cry of ‘‘to arms! 
to arms!” burst upon their startled ears. Disre¬ 
garding every other consideration but personal 
safety, each one betook himself with speediest haste 
to his tent, to prepare himself, as best he might, 
to repel the coming onset; leaving the victim of 
relentless ferocity where still, “ lovely in death, the 
beauteous ruin lay.” 

The army of Bolivar had advanced within the 
distance of four leagues of Puerto Cabello, where 
they came to a halt, awaiting night-fall, that they 
might approach the enemy undercover of the dark¬ 
ness, and attack them by surprise. 

With the silence and stealth of a panther, they 
CTept close to the very outposts of the enemy, 
without being discovered; and, having struck down 
the sentinels without much noise, they arrived at 
the Very heart of the encampment, before the 
alarm became general. After much difficulty, Mo- 
rillo succeeded in rallying his men, and charged 
upon his assailants, with the fury of a wounded 
lion. But in vain! he was forced to retreat before 
the invincible Bolivar, and his men were seen, like 
spectres, flying in confused disorder, in every di¬ 
rection. By this time, the main body of the re¬ 
treating army was met, in an opposite direction 
from that in which it had been attacked by Boli¬ 
var, by a divison, under the command of Don Al¬ 
varez, who, having previously discovered the dead 
body of his child, was nearly beside himself with 
grief and rage. Moulton too was by his side, 
almost speechless with horror, as he contemplated 
the bloody deed of atrocity ; but he exerted him¬ 
self sufficiently to give directions to his attendants, 
to convey the corpse to a place of greater safety. 

“ My beautiful La Salvarietta! my mountain 
Dalia! they have murdered thee!” exclaimed the 
old man in a voice of anguish; “ a thousand curses 
fall upou thy murderers !” Then, by a sudden re¬ 
vulsion of feeling, he grasped his sword, and shout¬ 
ed, with all the fierceness of despair, “ revenge! 
revenge ! for the murdered La Salvarietta,—for the 
marlyr of liberty .” 

“We will avenge her or die” rung from rank to 
rank along the division; and they met the flying 
battalion of Morillo, with all the impetuosity of men 
fighting both for freedom and for revenge , whilst 
the' name- of La Salvarietta was the stimulating 


ivalch-ioord which urged them on with redoubled 
fury. With all the phrenzy of desperation, Don 
Alvarez rushed through the ranks of Morillo, re¬ 
gardless of all impediments—charging upon the 
cold-blooded murderer of his daughter, with the 
ferocity of a tiger. 

“ Die, thou infernal tyrant!” the old man shouted, 
while his eyes gleamed with insatiable revenge and 
hatred. He rushed upon Morillo with his sword 
raised—his grey locks streaming in the wind; and 
his whole appearance was such as to strike terror 
into the guilty soul of his mortal enemy. The 
conflict was long and furious—but right and jus¬ 
tice prevailed over wrong and oppression, and Mo¬ 
rillo fell under the avenging sword of the bereav¬ 
ed father, uttering the most horrid imprecations. 
“Now, cold-blooded villain! receive the reward 
due your damnable crime; now go back to your 
native hell, loaded with the curses of a father, 
whose hearth you have made desolate.” 

The foam of impotent rage rolled from the mouth 
of the prostrate Morillo, as he writhed under the 
scathing anathemas of the childless old man, and, 
clutching his sword with a nervous grasp, he at¬ 
tempted to rise and bathe his hands in the blood of 
the parent, as he had already done in that of the 
daughter; but in the effort, life’s current gushed 
forth anew, and he fell back a lifeless corpse, with 
the fell purpose, engendered in his heart, depicted 
in all its dark, demoniacal meaning, on his livid 
countenance, and all that remained, of the hated, 
dreaded Morillo, was a lump of inanimate clay. 

Don Alvarez was now completely surrounded by 
his enemies, all intent on avenging the fall of their 
leader; and Moulton, aware of his utter reckless¬ 
ness of life, cut his way through the opposing ranks, 
and arrived just in time to bear him off the field, 
covered with mortal wounds. The dreadful con¬ 
flict was soon brought to a close; and the shouts 
of the victorious patriots, rising above the groans 
of the dying, were echoed and reechoed from every 
hill and dale, while the smouldering remains of the 
tents and military stores, cast a lurid glare athwaTt 
the awful field of death and carnage. Morning 
dawned, and discovered the banners of the Libera¬ 
tor floating proudly from the remaining towers of 
Puerto Cabello; while the ruin wrought by the re¬ 
cent shock, combined with the wide-spread desola¬ 
tion of the battle-field, presented the most appalling 
scene. Don Alvarez expired in the arms of Moul¬ 
ton, after having made him sole heir of his princely 
domain ; and the remains of the beautiful, the ac¬ 
complished La Salvarietta, which he wept over in 
uncontrollable sorrow,- with those of her father, 
were conveyed to the mountain fortress, and inter¬ 
red in the family tomb ; while Moulton, in His pre¬ 
sent circumstances, unable to endure the painful 
recollections of the past events, immediately dis¬ 
posed of his immense estates, and returned to the 
United States. Time mellowed his grief and dis- 
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appointment into a placid melancholy, and he mar¬ 
ried a lady every way calculated to charm his sad¬ 
dened spirits, and imperceptibly to dispel the memory 
of those tragic scenes which had clouded the morn¬ 
ing of his life. He lived to fill with honor some 
of the most important offices in the gift of a free 
people. 

White College, Oxford, Ohio. L. A. H. 

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



